
The Life and Death 

Mow. Then thus I turne me from my Countries light 
To dwell in folemne fliades of endleffe night. 

Rich. Re turne againe and take an oath with thee., 
Layon cur roy all Sword, your baniflht hands, 

Sweareby the duty that you owe to heaven 
(Our par t therein we banifh with your lelves) 

To kepe the Oath that we adminifter : 

You never fhall(fohelpe you Truth and Heaven) 
Embrace each others loue in banifhment. 

Nor ever looke upon each others face. 

Nor ever writ, regreete, or reconcile 
This lowring tempeft of your home-bred hate. 

Nor ever by adviled purpofc meet. 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

’Gainft Vs our State, our Subjefts,or our Land, 

I fweare* 

Mm.And I to keepe all this* 
i?#/.Norfolke,fo &rre, as to mineenemy. 

By this time ( had the King permitted us ) 

One of our foules had wandred in the ayre, 

Banifli’d this frayle fepulcher of our fielh, 

As now our flefh is banifh’d from this Land- 
Confeffe thy Treafons,ere thou flie this Realme, 

Since thou haft farre to goe, beare not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty foule. 

JlfoW'No BulliKgbrook^: If ever I were Traitor, 

My name be blotted from the Booke of Life, 

And I from heaven banifh’d , as from hence : 

But what thou art,hcaven, thou, and I doe know. 

And all too foone ( 1 feare) the King fhail rue* 

Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftray. 

Save backe to England, all the worlds my way* 

Rich. Vncle, evenin the giaffes of thine eyes 
I fee thy grieved heart : thy fad afpeft. 

Hath from the number of his banifh d yeares 
Pluck’d foureaway: fixe frozen Winters fpent, 
Returne with weicomehome from banifbircnt. 

.. BuL How long a time lyes iftone little word; 

Foure 



#/ Richard the fecond. 

Foure lagging Winters, and foure wanton Springs 
End in a word, fuchis the breath of Kings. 

^ Gaunt A thanke my Liege, that in regard of me 
He fhortens foure yeares of my fonnes exile : 

But little vantage (hall I reape thereby* 

For ere thefe fixe yeares that he hath to fpeffd 
Can change the Moones , and bring their times about, 
Myoyle-dride Lampe, and time'bewafted light 
Shall be extinft with age , and endleffe night : 

My inch of Taper, will be burnt, and done. 

And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. 

Rich. Why Vncle, ihou haft many yeares to dive. 
C7^^.Biitnotaminute(King) that thou canftgive ; 
Shorten my dayes thoucanft withfuddenforrovv. 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow ‘ 
Thou canft helpe time to furrow me with age, 

But flop no wrincle in his pilgrimage * 

Thy word is currant with hirii,for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath; 

Rich* Thy fonne is banifh d upongood aduice 
Whereto thy tongue a party- verdidf. gave. 

Why at our Iuftice feem’ft thou then to lowre? 

G ^.Things fwcet to taft, prove in digeftion fowrc " 
You urg’d me as a Iudge, but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a Father*. 

Aks,I look'd when lome of yon fhould fay, 

I was too Rnd to make mine owne away : 

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 

Againft my willjto do my feife this wrong. 

Rich. Cofin farewelkand Vncle bid him fo: 

Six yeares we banifh him, and he (hall go* Exit» 

Flounfl?. 

^ -Ah . Cofin farewell iwhat.prefencemuft not know 
^ rom where you do remaine, let paper fhow* 

My Lord,no leave take I, for I will ride 
As farre as.land will let me, by your fide* 

Gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doft thou herd thy words. 
That thou return'd no. greeting to thy friends ? 

C BhL 


